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Welcome to America 
 
Welcome to America--whatcha got in mind? 
Welcome to America--hope you have a great time 
 
Lotta people run here--you won’t be the first 
You want a swig of freedom--we will quench your thirst 
You can swim from your boat or fly stowaway 
Most everyone stays and there’s more on the way 
We might run ya right over--you might just have to fight 
It doesn’t matter if you win--just as long as you're right 
But then everybody’s right and everybody’s wrong  
Everybody wants to know whose side you're on 
 
Welcome to America--join the free-for-all 
Welcome to America--hope you have a ball 
 
You can knock on the door--or get knocked to the ground 
There’s something here for everyone waiting to be found 
We got Mickey Mouse--DC’s white house  
It’s the home of the brave--it’s Jimmy Hoffa’s grave 
We got one way streets that turn into dead ends  
Serial killers we’re compelled to defend 
Cuz we’ve got laws on the books--some don’t make no sense 
And you can’t buy nothing for 5 or 10 cents 
But Buddha is here and so is Muhammad 
Aphrodite’s in the cupboard right next to L. Ron Hubbard 
They all agree, before you leave you have to arrive 
So before you buy that SUV, pray "What would Jesus drive?" 
Politicians--what are they thinking? 
Just like you and me they're trying to keep from sinking 
They got polls and surveys--spending money like trash 
And at the end of the day they got their champagne glass 
Law makers lawbreakers and plenty of guns 
You may not have a job but there’s work to be done 
 
Welcome to America--make your dream come true 
We’ll supply the liberty--the rest is up to you 
 
You can be a billionaire or you can break your heart 
No matter how you end up this is where it starts 
From the highest of mountains to the seven seas  
Athletes and scientists and refugees 
Criminals, conspirators, and Elvis Presleys 
Come right in as easy as you please 
From the Wisconsin winter to the Florida sun  
We got everything here for everyone 
From the landing at Plymouth to the streets of L.A. 
Anywhere you go you can make it pay 
We’ve got guard dogs and bikers on hogs  
We’ve got swamps and bogs and low level fogs 
We’ve got spots on the map that you can’t get across  
You may know where you are but you still can be lost 
 
Welcome to America--whatcha got in mind? 
Welcome to America--hope you have a great time 


